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groenlingen,
Sunday, 2^th November
my dearest julie,
Why did you send it in a book? I might never have
found it—was that why? I suppose it was.
Three weeks ago I came in from a long walk to find on
my table a parcel addressed in Ramsdeirs handwriting.
Inside it was Dirk's volume of Descartes with a letter from
Ramsdell saying he had taken it for me from the Castle
library and that I must return it to him when I'd done with
it. I wasn't in a mood for Descartes; I had passed on to
other books and other thoughts since Ramsdell visited me
here, and I put the book on the window-sill, where it was
soon hidden in the mass of stuff that accumulates in these
little lodgings of mine. Now and then I have a grand clear- *
ance. I began one to-night and found Descartes. That \vas
the end of my housemaiding. I sat down to read. Your
letter tumbled out on my knees.
Your writing! I remember the first letter I had from you
—in the fort. I didn't know you, but even then I could not
escape from the mystery of your letter—a letter from a
ghost that I could see and yet not see; your hand on the
paper; your pen forming the words under my eyes; your
eyes looking at them. And now—O Julie, to have lying
before me now, on my table within reach of my hand,
a letter from you! It's as if you were in the room. More
than that—as if the secret of you, the deepest essence,
were with me but intangible—the scent of unseen flowers
entering an open window suddenly. You wrote from the
library, cold, at night. But though I can perceive the cold
and the dark, my imagination does not accept them only.
I see you sitting on the library floor, the sun on you, while
we talked of the seventeenth century; I see you moving
with a candle from shelf to shelf with the shine of it in
your hair and shadow flowing and leaping at your feet; I
see you under the trees watching the tennis; coming off the
court; sitting at my side as we drove up from Rynwyk;
walking ahead of me up the path leading to the cottage:
and all these imaginings are one imagining from which

